[8-1667             ABRAHAM    COWLEY                     163
Men, out of wisdom, women, out of pride,
The pleasant thefts of love do hide. That may secure thee; but thou hast yet from me A more infallible security.
For there's no danger I should tell The joys which are to me unspeakable.
OF SOLITUDE
HAIL, old patrician trees, so great and good!
Hail, ye plebian underwood!
Where the poetic birds rejoice, And for their quiet nests and plenteous food Pay \vith their grateful voice.
Hail, the poor Muse's richest manor seat!
Ye country houses and retreat,
Which aU the happy gods so love That for you oft they quit their bright and great Metropolis above.
Here Nature does a house for me erect, Nature, the wisest architect, Who those fond artists does despise
That can the fair and living trees neglect, Yet the dead timber prize.[8-1667             ABRAHAM    COWLEY                     163
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